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the hanged man 


hang loose and be flexible for the next change to come your way. 


i met him in the usual pose: 
upside down with his foot tied to a tree. 


i stuck out a thumb 
to receive the sliver of a thin white car, 
driven by the hanged man. 


it backs up 
and drives us into town. 


the hanged man neither smiles 
nor turns to look 
at the sweatered cargo of girls. 


four years he hung 
on my hunger 
on my words; 


even now, years later he hangs 
at a mall in marseille. 


a fertility god in a small way 
awaiting remorse and return 
knowing the cycle of hunger is immanent 


blank hunger of ricorso, 
blank stare of the dead, 
hanged, then resurrected, 
in the mind's silent tomb. 


ceres speaks 


the crane flew away, 

sickle and plough rust in the fields, 
meadows are empty of all but poppies: 
the blood mysteries are suspended. 


carrying a poppy for solace, 
i tread the barren paths, 
gazing at dirt and withered corn. 


death, bring back my daughter, 
or all creatures perish. 

no voice has woe enough to tell; 
earth too shall have no mother. 


children in darkness 

crave the tender earth: 

there is danger in my hands 
beyond storm or war or famine. 


slender threads 


a truant path, a slender thread 

always leads to fate, 

vision is an amber cord 

tying a noose around the passage of time. 


past never was. be here and now. 

the future casts gigantic shadows on today. 
a vast bird of prey, 

it broods over its shadows-- 

over the eggs our thoughts would be. 


a tightening grip on a slender thread, 
a rebel grasp on a lengthening cord 
slips forward and gives way. 
tomorrow plants debris between 

the interstices of time. 


far-off centuries laugh in beholding this; 

dense patches of fog obscure the sound, 

but listen. . . and we may salvage time's pieces, 
pile and mold them into a legacy, 

an unblinking watch upon the days. 


mary shelley 


when he left before breakfast, 
her eye shifted toward the bay of naples. 


the sail was static 
an unfallen petal. 


he washed adrift 
even on windless days. 


after bearing a coffin 
in faltering arms 


a child's coffin 
light as a skiff 


he took his boat 
to the waves for her. 


she could not, 
she was frozen under his hand at night: 


cold and chaste as the moon, he said 
and turned to the waves. 


so why did she shudder 
with the storm across the bay? 


to hear of his watery grave 
and coffin skiff shattered 


it made her 
a weightless sail pitching forth 


a last petal 
before the flower dies 


then heavy as dirt falling 
on the baby's grave 


mangled as the washed-up body 
she could not see 


she was the wreck of the boat 
that took him down 


aimless as his scrawls 
diminished as his ashes. 


remorse 


what is the ball stuck in your throat? 
or the small, prickly twinge below your left ear? 


the testament to an aging body? 


why do your children wake crying at night 
then, soft, roll you forward along the years, 
while your lover coughs for weeks and months? 


swirling and eddying through rocks and debris, 
is every body depleted by love? 


or might you have forfeited now and then? 
do the birds ever ask if you have erred? 
do angels point you toward your sin? 


oracles 


timing is the essence, 
but she has failed her oracles. 


there are star sign books and tarot cards 
strewn across the delphic floor 

and messages from fortune cookies 
pasted on the freezer door, 

an appliance humming distractedly 

of love and fame and riches 

in a prescient kitchen. 


yet each moment is prophetic for those who see. 
a dog barking portends action, 

another answers, presaging hope, 

a tap downstairs signals lunch, 

the baby babbles its promises of joy. 


the woman with the empty bowl 


she has an empty bowl 
made of wood and lacquer; 


she sits waiting by the door 
marked with the number zero in white paint 


and she knows something 
you do not yet know, 
nor perhaps ever shall: 


that the bowl cannot contain things put in it, 


and the door will remain a door 
whether opened or shut, 


that the number could be any other 
and would still signify none, 


that hands are empty bowls 
even as they clasp. 


prophecy 


prophecy is a hand held above the flame 
too close and too long -- 

broken glass scraped by the mouth, 
sunlight at midday burning the eyes. 


it is a refraction 

of light into colours, 

an orchestra of movement, 
raw sound mixed with truth. 


it is a stringent clearheadedness 
born of loneliness and courage, 
mixed like lemon and lye 

to froth and to cleanse. 


it is a knowing and a speaking 
that brings others to rage 

not against the guilty, 

but against the witness. 


prophecy is sanity resembling madness, 
a voice still resonant 
with birth and decay. 


eucharist 


the hottest part of the flame 

blue, pale light comes after despair 
clings to the webs in this mind's cavern 
and i do not love 

i do not wish to love 

so please let me be 


and if this green sprouts an animated thought 
it must not force me to create 


and if the yellow of ancient scrolls 

or something organic should press hand into 
genesis 

i would tremble in grey-violet fear 


to shudder and shiver 
and wither away from art 


unwrap these thin, cold fingers 
blind all centuries of eyes 

tie me to a spit 

rotating above this fire 

a barbecue metamorphosis 


help them to discover 
i am in their mouths 


if love existed at all 
they could eat me 
(were it so) 


thousands of hollow voices 
interpreting dreams like crosswords 
they may find the key 

and melt into its blackness. 


icicles 


trust in icicles, even as they melt 
and become those droplets lying on the snow. 


an icicle is ever just 
water to cleanse and signal movement 


through time and descent through space 
as we do every time we change. 


the river is absorbed into a cloud 
falling as snow along the eves 


spilling into inverted pinnacles 
pulled by the weight of earth 


into a bank of snow. 


love also moves and flows as a river, 
it evaporates into air 


sinks downward into an icy point 
and dissolves along the ground 


sounding the drop drop 
drop of every renewal. 


tonic idolatry 


have i never told 

the length of body, all yours, 
(that defies the inflexible floor 
with its moulding limbs) 

of love? 


that you have inspired a tonic idolatry. 
other duties weigh preposterous 

the mere stuff of survival 

which your winning palms and fingers 
repudiate gloriously. 


my gaze sups on your pranks and reels. 

a glimpse of your stomach lays me waste; 
your arms unsolder my skeleton, 

curls unfix my neo-cortex 

lips unravel my frontal lobes. 


but i shall not mention your eyes 
for that would grind life to a halt, 
bottling a waterfall inside a flask, 
needless and also impossible 

and likely to send me 

whirling in a vortex of awe. 


samsons all 


we thought love was fragile 
to keep behind glass 

or leave in a cedar chest 
with ammonia and cloth 
for a festival or morrow, 
not now, 

not yet. 


we panted and moved 

as though love were weakness, 
a wound to be bandaged, 

a limp to the gait, 

bald tires or an aging song. 


you thought it as rare 

as a high-yielding stock, 

a five-carat diamond, 

some aged French wines, 
and many fine old times 
ever locked in remembrance. 


we are samsons all, 

shackled and shorn, 

strength unbidden, 

love packed and hidden 

blinded by centuries of eyes; 

and so we pull the stone pillars down 
a shattered temple on our heads. 


surreal/sousreal 


above the real 
is the sky's insistent blue. 


the shimmering colour of water 
below the real. 


he bought her navy dishes 
and she hung robin s egg curtains. 


she often spoke of yellow, 
but composed in cool tones 


painted a life in water colours 
a pattern of azure otherness. 


omnipresent but never here, 
blue is above or beneath. 


we hold branches and contain blood 
while we reach for antipodes of blue. 


the second coming 


come to me, my opic; 
do not be vexed by the buzz and whir of garden tools 
for I am within the din very near, 


in the soundtrack of your sleep 
and the geography of breath. 


while hands and spires point upward 
in asanas and cathedrals 
visit sometimes my ground: 


sick insects and battling toads 

the centipede found on the floor 

dents in the parapet and brambles in the wood 
even these 


nor are those weeds in your garden 
but roses larger than eyes can tell; 


believe or not, as you wish. 
I shall await your coming. 


ninth month 


my shell is brittle and drier by the day, 
but you will crack me open 

and the pain will leave no bruises, 

i will be seared with the flow of yolk, 


a solar gelatin. 


i have resisted, 
denied your ball-hard force of being. 


my eggshell flesh is steady though trembling: 
soon to be subsumed by virgin anguish, 
pearl-bright and diaphanous, 

iam the cloud your light will scatter. 


the milky way 


milk sprays into drops 

my black shawl aglow, 

a galactic patterning 

the scrawling of stars. 

you are the god whom luminaries form, 
and together we are the universe -- 
both fulcrum and shattering. 


we wind our way into this night, 
weightless and liquid. 

our orbits pull together; 

the black bequeaths us light. 

you came hurtling like a starship in the night 
and i renounced the thrones and crowns, 
So space would gather me into her realm. 
cosmos' voice was calling, 

wild along the path. 

through her i reached to touch the stars 
and chose the milky way. 


come home 


full breasts are 
moon rocks. 
i cannot abide waiting. 


your dad does not obey 
the laws of gravity, 
he has pulled you out of orbit, 
left me spinning and reeling, 
a large calcified rock 
with gases to liquefy and congeal. 


my solar plexus is hollow 
and 1 pace to and fro in the bay window; 
i strain toward the light -- 


you carry it all, child, 
luminary to my planetary meanderings, 
wandering moon to my steadfast earth. 


foraging 


when your sister was born 

you began collecting stones, 

leaves, acorns and buds, 

piles of sand and grit. 

they are always in your pockets and socks, 
the relics of nature. 

you busy yourself 

like a squirrel who gathers and saves. 


nothing is as it was. 


the limits of time and space close in on you 
large-eyed and taller 


it is necessary to forage for stones. 


lying 


the pool vacuum s a ticking bomb 
crawling in a sporadic sweep, 
algae-thick the vinyl sides stand unscathed. 


roses by the chimney refuse a single bloom, 
the six-year old seminal thesis gathers dust, 
and so frozen, 

i watch blight take each harvest, 

do not reach for rose powder, 

pool broom 

word processor 

weeds. 


i plant never harvest. . . 


why is it we 

tick tick tick tick 

lie to our children? 

will no one tend to elysian meadows, 
to arcadian hills? 


nightmare 


where did her dreaming take her 
atop the surging ocean of sleep? 
tempest-torn and lost upon 

an ancient sea, 

no comfort may be given 

in a dark place, 

this near grave called gap from self, 
distance from home. 


i called to her through slumber. 

her eyes opened and still her nightmare brewed, 
still she tossed on open waves 

and wept on open grief 

salt tears mingling with the spray. 


she murmurs she wants to go home 
and so i take her there. 

i lift her from her boat 

and hold her in a skiff of arms, 
repeating over and over the waves 
that we will now go home. 


she left the fiery tempest 
she left the darkened sky. 
i carry my love homeward 
in her mind s inner eye. 


a mother's dying 


oral history: 

my mother whispered to hers, "it's like childbirth, 
you have to let go," 

as she slipped away from herself 

leaving the body chill, dying is surely 

one way of being born. 


new reading: 
it is akin to her own birth 
for the child to behold a mother's dying 


exegesis: 

our history is sprinkled with the salt of loss 
forfeiture defines the pair of us 

and all our words have been an elegy 

to that primordial unity 

before weaning, school and weddings pulled me 
from the anchor of your flesh. 


a mother's dying is the final echo of being born. 
birth was the first time i lost her 
her death will be the last. 


she brought you here 


she brought you here to play a hand, 
dream cards against your fortune, 


to see the brand of fire 
write your name in unknown tongues 


to taste bone-marrow nectar 
and sing ten thousand songs 


and understand one long ago 
with kingdoms at his feet 
who gave himself to death. 


she brought you here 
to grope and feel 
these memories sharp as knives. 


release 


i dreamt of mother and me 

going to catcha flight in her white tercel. 
we came to a light frozen red; 

we would miss the journey home. 


mother has cancer 


an old man interprets dreams -- 
the flight is my mother's death; 
her journey is stalled 

she awaits release: 

i agree to let go. 


that weekend 1 held her so tight she flinched; 
the world swam backward from view. 

i was piling into her white car to go home; 
but arms rivetted, bodies clasped, 

holding me fast against her. 

i would not let go. 


since then the white car has broken down. 
(it needs new parts) 
and mother spends her time sleeping. 


return 


two years are still not enough 
to utter her absence. 


a mother is not an autumn leaf 
or a travelling show. 


she is not a cavern's echo, 
a passing cloud in air. 


she is air and cave, 
the tree which leaves forsake. 


forever she is seated 
awaiting our approach. 


we are echo, leaf and cloud, 
mother the cave, tree, air of our return. 


